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Bing Crosby has won everything from the Eisenhower 
Medal to moviedom's prized Oscat. The awards he trea- 
sures most, though, are the respect and admiration he has 
won from his own sons and boys like them everywhere. 

This high regard comes Irom much more than being a 
top-notch singer and movie and radio personality. lust 
ask his four sons. To Dennis and Philip, twins, and Lind- 
say and Gary, left, pop is an all-around guy. He cycles, 
swims, golfs, plays tennis with them and — yes. he even 
tells them bed-time stories. What's more, his family life 
is kept private, a remarkable feat in Hollywood. 

Another reason for this esteem Is Der Bingle's tight for 
good clean entertainment. Like any other lather, he wants 
his sons to see and hear quality shows. In his work in 
movies, radio and recording, therefore-, he does his best 
to give them, and in the bargain all boys, just that. Do 
the four criticize their old man? You bet. Bing doesn't 
mind, though. It's an easy way to find out what younger 
theatre-goers like. 




Bing might have been a great baseball player if 
he hadn't had an accident in his late teens. 

Christened Harry Lillis Crosby, the young athlete 
saw his hopes dissolve when he cut both legs at a 
lumber camp. The only alternative was studying 
law at Gonzaga University. 

Bing, however, soon began studying sheet music 
more than deeds and contracts. With a friend he- 
started a dance band which was immediately suc- 
cessful. Bing himself played the traps and sang. 
In 1927 Paul Whiteman gave him his big break 
as one of his Rhythm Boys. With his inimitable 
voice, easy style and "Boo-boo-boo-boo"-ing it was 
one step to fame as a radio and recording star. A 
§ doctor once found that he owed his unusual voice 
nodules — small lumps— on his vocal cords. For 
safety's sake, Bing had Ihem insured for 5100,000. 
Movie hits like "Pennies From Heaven," "Road 
lo Zanzibar" and "Going My Way" proved he was 
also a good comedian and a serious actor. Above 
ene Irom Bing's newest Paramount lilm, "Wel- 
i Stranger," in which he is a doctor. 
r not letting his career interfere with his family 
lie, for his high standards and endless fine per- 
armances. CALLING ALL BOYS votes Bing Crosby 
Boys' Hero Ot The Month!" 





STREAKY IS 4 COUNSELOR AT 
THE P1NETREE FRESH AIR CAMP- 
TEACHING BOYS WHO NEVER 
HAD A CHANCE- TO LEARN HOW 
TO SWIM AND CANOE. 
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THE WHOLE COUNTRY IS 
SPORT MAD. WHERE WOULD I 
BE NOW IF I'D JUST EXERCISED|. 
MUSCLES AND NO 1 
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Robsrt "Sob" Kiphulb has been i 

swimming .circles since 1917. I 
That Tear he became swimming coach at 1 
Yale University. Ever since, the amazing I 
records of his teams and stars have meant I 
sheer glory lor Old Eli and sheer despair j 
for opponents. Kiphuth's 
only len duel meets in thirty years. They J 
i 400! For thirteen years, from 1924 | 
to 1937, they were undefeated, 
greatest stars included Howie Johnson, 
Rene Chouteau and Alan Ford, present 
holder of (he world's 100-yard and 100- 
meter free-style titles. In addition, he has 
coached three American Olympic teams. 
Although fond oi swimming for fun, Kip- 
huth never has swum in competition. 



By ROBERT KIPHUTH 

Director of Athletics and 
Coach of the Swimming 
Team, Yale University 



Anyone can swim. But it takes know-how and 
practice to swim well. Here's a famous coach with 
tips that will come in handy these summer days 

For speed and ease in the water, the crawl is the most practical 
stroke. Concentrate on it. Compare your position in the water, 
arm and leg motions and breathing, with the sketches below. 
Note your mistakes. Then keep practicing, first each phase 
alone, finally, all together. Get in trim with plenty of sleep 
good lood. It's easy — and much more fun — to swim well! 




Correct position in the water is Ihe first 
step toward a good crawl. Your body 
should be face down with the water 
line just above ihe eyes. Keep your hips 
high. You'll gel up speed by whipping 
your legs and feet up and down slightly 
underwater. For every full arm stroke, 
right and left, kick downward six limes. 




This position, with the arm lust about to catch tho 
water and atari pulling down, Is very important to 
, perfect The catch tele up the pull and the pull 
of course, give* you half your speed. Mote that the 
reach i» done comfortably. Keep your shoulder 
well up. and your elbow slightly bent and higher 
than the wrist. Also. see that your arm enters 
the water neither too wide of the body nor across It, 



^=42 




Here's where the crawl comes In, boys. Right at 
the catch, press dawn on the water as If you were 
really crawling over it. Then pull downward and 
backward, keeping a grip on the water all the time. 



Breathing can ruin your form unless you 
keep your shoulders as flat as possible. 
Take In air through your mouth 
catch of either arm. Exhale underwater. 




The pull through the water ends with the 
arm straight and lftvel with the thigh. 
Think of the whole action as a pressing, 
pulling and then pushing, at the end o! 
the stroke, to get into catch position again. 




la the push, bend your elbow quickly 
above the water with your hand coming 
Into line with your head. Then extend 
your elbow until you're In position one 
again. Each arm does these steps, of 
course. That's all there Is to It, fellow*! 



JULIA WA5 FIRST TO GET A JOB-ACTIN6 
IN THE "FUCKERS'-AS THE FIRST MOWE5 
WERE CALLED. „ 

' 9UT THE 5TASE 
IT'LL BE FUN 1 IS SO MUCH NICER. 
SEEING WU ON A. OH, WELL 



PEARL WATCHED A5 THE CAMERAS BESAN TO SRIND. . 




IN EACH EPI50CE, PEARL PERFORMED DSATH-DEFVWS 
STUNTS 




\qPEHIMS NIS HT AT THE CASINO DE PARS, 
.A CABUSRAM FROM 
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Frf*W FXTRrf MONEY - WIN VALUABLE PRIZES 



If you find yourself running out of mo 
ance days are due, if you've gol your eye on some prized gadget or if 
how to put your spore time to good use-HERE'S THE ANSWER. 

Just aet your friends and neighbors to read these swell magazin 
PARENTS' MAGAZINE for mothers ond dads and 7 swell publications for boy! 
of all ages. It's reolly easy as pie — you'll find thot these maoozines prac 
themselves because they mean wonderful reading for every member o_f the f. 



i big profit plans and < 



and we'll send you complete in' 
riptive catalogue of the super prizes that 
s for the winning ... Big prizes like SCHW1NN BUILT BICYCLES. EVERSHARP 
PEN'AND PENCIL SETS, REGULATION FOOTBALLS, BASEBALl GLOVES ond loads 
of others. 

Mail the coupon NOW, ond be the first In your neighborhi 
these swell magazines. 
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LATEB.., 
WE HAVE TO GET THOSE 
PENS, SNAKE! THOSE 
BLOTTED BRANDS'LL BE 
SPOTTED IF WE HOLD 
THE« TOO LONS 






THANKS FOB OPENING THE 
GATES FOB MY HERD, CONWAY. | 
IT'S MIGHTY NICE NICE OF YOU v 
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• It's really great to see so many 
letters coming in every day from 
CAB's Correspondents' Club 
members. Keep them coming! 
Here are some $f the choice 
items we just received. 

Goll Goof? 

Down here my friends and I 
are starting to give our fathers 
stiff competition on the golf 
links. After games we go for 
"highway pups" — frankfurters 
to you! 

Correspondent Jerry Doochin, 
16, Nashville, Tennessee 

Come Again. Please 

Aga-aga boo or Aga-boo boo- 
Aga is our new way of saying 
hello. 

Correspondent Richard Rivet, 
10, Bay City, Michigan 

News From India 

I am a faithful reader of CAB. 
It helps improve relations be- 
tween youths of different coun- 
tries. The stories are good, but 
how about more mysteries? My 
hobbies are stamps and hiking. 
I've climbed 17,000 feet high in- 
the Himalayas. 

Riaz Hussain Khan, 
Ichhra, Lahore, India 

Radio Fans, Copy! 

I have just joined the WTAG 
Radio Club for Worcester County 
high school students. There are 
study groups for each phase of 
radio work, and soon we will 
produce our own programs. 
Correspondent Freddie Babbitt, 

16, Worcester, Massachusetts 

Well, Correspondents? 

Mail Call is one of CAB's best 
features. I wrote to several of 
the fellas who have had letters 
published. What aboi.t an an- 
swer, boys? 

Correspondent Gerald Windham, 
15, Rienzi, Mississippi 



Walch for more interesting Corre- 

■pendents' reports In the next big 

issue of "Calling All Boys!" 
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Here are two maaic triclt you can do to amuse and omaxe your friends 

THE DISSOLVING COIN 

THE dissolving coin trick can be really effective, but it takes prac- 
tice to do well. Give it a try. 

A coin, placed beneath a handkerchief, is dropped into a glass con- 
taining a little water. The magician says he made the coin dissolve, 
but when he lifts the cloth it is still there. 

Pretending to be disturbed, he takes some "dissolving powder" 
from his pocket, sprinkles it in the water and again covers the glass 
with the handkerchief. This time he asks someone in his audience 
to hold the glass and handkerchief while he puts a rubber band around 
the rim. 

In a few moments, the magician announces the powder's work is 
done. The helper removes the cloth and — the coin is gone! 

Here's how it's done, prestidigitator. Before dropping the coin 
from within the handkerchief, tilt the glass backward so the' coin 
hits the outside of the glassf landing in the bend of the fingers. Then 
simply slide the glass over the coin. 

When you remove the cloth to show that the coin is still there, 
make sure the people look straight down at it. Because of the refrac- 
tion of water, it will appear to be inside, no.t outside, of the glass. 

The dissolving powder is used just as byplay. How do you get 
rid of the coin? Just drop it in your pocket when you reach for the 
rubber band! 





Subject! look itroight down. 

MENTAL MYSTERY 

Your friends will call you a mental telepathist after you solve this 
mystery of the six cardboard discs. 

Show your subject that each disc has two different-colored sides. 
Now, without looking, tell him to take any disc, note the color of 
one side, and find another disc with the same color. This he places 
over the first so the same colors are face to face. Then he repeats the 
procedure, using the newly upturned color of the second disc for 
matching. This process continues until all the discs are stacked. 

If the subject can't find a mate for any color, he turns the stack 
over and pairs up the color that then appears on top. The stack 
of six completed, he concentrates on the two colors that remain, the 
one on top and the other on the bottom. You, of course, name the 
two colors immediately! 

Make the six discs and color the sides of each as follows: Red — 
Green; Green — Blue; Blue—Black; Black — Yellow; Black — Orange; 
Orange — Yellow . 

No matter how many times the discs are stacked the way de- 
scribed, the top and bottom will always be red and black — just as 
you called it! 



Put lame colori foe* to foee. 
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'When Kulat the wolverine picked 
Vhis prey, it was as good as dead 
Ki. . . and this night he had chosen 
"^fleet-footed Waba the. rabbit 



The light of the setting sun 
flashed and gleamed from a score 
of s&owy crags. The white peaks 
stretched away into the hazy 
distance, their dazzling brilliance 
in sharp contrast to the blue and 
purple slopes which lay below. 



They were wild beyond compare, 
these mighty Selkirks of British 
Columbia, beautiful and un- 
changed since the beginning of 
the history of the human race. 

On a high sheltered ledge there 
was a movement as Kulat, the 



wolverine, uncurled and stood up. 
He was a restless animal by na- 
ture, continually traveling from 
place to place, but usually on a 
similar route. Kulat stretched like 
■a dog, flexed his stubby legs, then 
walked to where he could see into 




the darkening basin below him. 

The snowy slope dropped away 
to where evergreens rose in a 
thick mass from the basin floor. 
Kulat gazed at them through the 
failing light. He knew it to be a 
swamp and there he would secure 
his evening meal. Now he ambled 
along the snowy ledge and began 
to hurry downward. He was a 
large brown animal with two 
wide white stripes down his back 
like a skunk, but he was fully five 
times as large and much broader. 

In the swamp below, Waba the 
snowshoe rabbit hopped cautious- 
ly from his hiding place beneath 
the upturned roots of a big fallen 
tamarack. He sat listening to the 
faint sounds of the woods, his leaf- 
like ears turning this way and 
that to funnel in any hint of 
danger. His round black eyes sel- 
dom lowered to the snowy ground, 
but watched the sky tensely. His 
dreaded enemy, the great horned 
owl, would by this time have be- 
gun to hunt. 

The owl had come two moons 
before, a great brown shadow 
which drifted over the swamp on 
velvet wings. Every night he 
killed, striking down one of Wa- 
ba's companions of the High 
Swamp. Only the most cunning 
and sharp-witted rabbits survived. 



Now their numbers were small 
and the nightly struggle had be- 
come a desperate thing for each 
of them. 

Waba watched the moon come 
up from behind the mountain. It 
lit the clearings among the giant 
spruces and made the frost on the 
evergreen branches sparkle like 
' stars. The feathery silence of the 
night was only broken by the dis- 
tant gurgling of water as it trick- 
led beneath the snow from a 
spring higher on the slope. 

The owl went by, its big round 
head peering about, sharp horns 
silhouetted against the starlit sky. 
Waba crouched perfectly still, the 
fur of his back tingling as he re- 
membered how close the sharp 
grasping talons had come on two 
previous occasions. Now he was 
wise. He'd learned that it was 
only safe to venture into the open 
in search of food after the owl 
had its evening meal. 

Three times in the next half 
hour the owl went by but Waba 
remained where he was, looking 
like another white mound "of 
snow. He knew that the owl's eyes 
were keen and its hearing keener. 
It could hunt on the darkest of 
nights, locating its victims 
through an uncanny sense of 
sound. Waba took no, chances. 



Suddenly from up the swamp 
Waba heard the terrified nasal 
screams of some rabbit less cau- 
tious than himself. The cries con- 
tinued for a dozen seconds, then 
ceased abruptly. Waba shivered. 
He waited till the moon climbed- 
past the tip of a towering pine,' 
then hopped out of the swamp and 
across an open space to the willow 
thickets. Waba knew that the owl 
of High Swamp would not kill 
again that night, and it would not 
move far unless some strange owl 
came hunting. In that case he' 
would angrily drive the intruder 
from his domain. 

The willows were bare-limbed 
and Waba could see beneath them. 
He had other enemies: the lynx, 
the coyote, the fisher, and even 
the cougar who did not object to 
an occasional feast on tender rab- 
bit meat. Waba had more than 
once escaped from these hunters. 
Caution and a head start were re- 
quired, then he could reach the 
deadfall tangles in the swamp and 
be safe. 

The snow spread like a silver 
sheet around him. It seemed 
empty and harmless. Waba 
reached his favorite willow clump,' 
looked about cautiously, then 
stood on his hind legs. With his 
forepaws he pulled down a tender 
branch and nipped six inches off 
the tip. He settled down to eat, 
beginning at the tender end. Waba 
stopped often to listen, look about 
and test the air. Other rabbits 
had come to the willows. He could 
hear the rasping of their teeth as 
they ate. One of them was less 
than fifty yards away. 

The moon climbed higher and 
the shadows of the willows grew 
shorter. Waba had almost satis- 
fied his appetite on tne tender 
twigs and bark when he ^aw a 
dark shadow emerge from the 
swamp. He could see at a glance 
that it wasn't any usual enemy. 
This creature was low, brown and 
broad. Slowly Waba sank down 
upon the snow and folded his ears, 
fear growing with him. Only one 
creature could answer the descrip- 
tion of the animal now steathily 
approaching over the snow— Ku- 
lat, the wolverine! This killer 
visited but rarely, yet when he 
came' a wave of terror swept the 
High Swamp. 

Kulat's deadliness lay in his 
stubborn determination. Waba 
had seen him take up a rabbit's 
trail and follow it, spurning all 
others, until his chosen victim 



fell from exhaustion. Kulat was 
not swift but when he picked his 
prey it was doomed. It was this 
which struck such terror to the 
hearts of the furry dwellers in 
High Swamp. 

Now Kulat advanced over the 
crusted snow, straight toward 
him, as though following an in- 
visible line. Waba knew that he'd 
been seen. He leapt up and fled, 
darting through the willows like 
an arrow of white, circling back 
toward the swamp. The wolverine 
began to follow. He ran at a lum- 
bering lope. 

Waba reached the swamp at the 
upper side, leapt a snowfllled 
gully, and plunged into a tangle of 
windfallen trees. On the further 



lent, as though It was holding its 
breath while Kulat the killer was 
in its heart. Overhead the moon 
shone brightly. Water gurgled 
from the spring. A coyote howled. 
Waba's breathing became more 
normal and his heart ceased to 
pound. The minutes passed. Per- 
haps he had managed to throw 
the deadly hunter off his trail. 

Then faintly, like branches 
blown together by the wind, came 
the sound of footfalls! They grew 
louder until out of the trees, his 
nose on Waba's tracks, came Ku- 
lat, traveling at his steady lope! 

Waba fled in panic, taking great 
bounds to gather speed, Kulat 
didn't alter his pace but loped 
after him like an unavoidable 
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side he turned sharply and cut 
through a copse of young cedar 
mixed with spindly tangled wil- 
lows. On the further side he 
plunged beneath the great tower- 
ing spruce which shut off the 
moonlight by the denseness of 
their branches. Here the snow was 
not crusted and below lay the 
cushion softness of moss. He made 
another complete circle on the 
further end of the swamp, delib- 
erately criss-crossing over his own 
tracks. Then, winding his way 
through the most impenetrable 
thickets, he made his way back to 
the big fallen tamarack near the 
edge of the swamp. A few yards 
from the entrance he stopped to 
listen. 

The swamp was strangely si- 



was closer now and 
Waba saw his green eyes 
flashing In the moonlight. 



shadow of death. It seemed as 
though he knew how far he had 
come and how much further he 
would have to go before he had 
fresh raobit for his supper. 

Waba circled the swamp again, 
going to even greater trouble to 
hide his trail and confuse his pur- 
suer. But in his heart he felt the 
terror of defeat and death. His 
life would only last as long as his 
aching legs and lungs would con- 
tinue to carry him. It could not 
be long. 

The next time he reached the 
fallen tamarack he'd scarcely sat 
up on his haunches when he heard 
Kulat coming! 

This time he fled blindly,. terror 
rising within him until it made 
him weak. His pursuer was so re- 
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STAMPS 100 YEARS OLD 

It Is now IDS years since the world's first stamp 
was Issued. Every collector should hove at least a 
lew stamps 100 years old or nearly so. but have 
you? Probably "- 



12 ell 19th Century stamps. Very old, e 
them, even If not fully 100 years old. We will send 
these lor only 10c to sincere approval applicants. 
Write tor them today, and kindly state whether 
approvals shall consist ot United States or lorelpi 
stamps, or both. 

APPROVAL HEADQUARTERS 

GLOBUS STAMP COMPANY 

2*8 Fourth Ave., New York City 10, D.pt. «0t 




POSITIVELY GREATEST FREE OFFER 



Fnrr Rhodesian El-colored Waterfall 
K P P Stamp and Old Issues from El 
" Salvador— plus 25 dlfierent World 
Wide stamps. All free to approval applicants, 

PLADDN S1AMP CO,, ni7-RN li.iho St., Toledo S, D. 
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CALLING ALL BOYS. 



ELECTRIC MOTOR 

CONSTRUCTION KIT 

EASY TO ASSEMBLE 

FUN-EDUCATIONAL 

IDEAL GIFT 

n a Single Dry Cell 
included). Useitto run 
Pumns. Pulleys, Etc. 

' SEW!! CHECK—MONEY ORDER or 
*EBU CASH, (at your own risk) to 

THE HAYDN CHEM. CO., Oepl. M, Bm IT, Kenmara 17. N.Y. 




NAME TAPES— 100for60« 

Washable Name Labels with your 
name printed on washproof tape in 
black ink, for camp, school and 
travel. Will not ravel. 

WILLIAM HAUSNER 
791 6th Aw. N. V. C. 1 
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crystal radio 


Just send 25 



in 

nine Melo mite . crystal with, complete illustrated 
instructions for making your very Own set. Then 
I enjoy comi'i-tins lvitii others for long- 
reception. With crjstal and Instructions 
1 The Magic Crystal, our own publication 
chocK-lull of news, diagrams, questions and an- 
swers of interest. D on't delay! Send 25c today! 
Missouri 
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ALLEN RADIO, Dept.CAB-*. 
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You're more comfortable at play 
in these hew Athletic Sox with 
soft- as -down' 'Felhertredsole.' ' 
Heavy-weight, 50% wool, pre- 
shrunk. "Lazeestretch" lop 
for ever-neat appearance. 
White and popular sports 
colors. Sizes 9 to 12. 




! lentless; so confident that he 
I would win. Kulat was closer now 
j and Waba saw his green eyes 
j flashing in the moonlight and his 
i long white fangs. He loomed 
| closer, like a huge porcupine in a 
| hurry. To Waba the sight of him 
was a thousand times more ter- 
rible than any lynx or coyote had 
ever been. His terror made him 
stiff and his legs began to drag. 

Suddenly Kulat clicked his teeth 
and increased his speed. He could 
do it safely now that the chase 
was almost done. 

Waba leapt forward and a faint 
nasal scream broke from his 
throat. He ducked through a 
thicket of small cedars and 
plunged under the shadowy pines. 
The wolverine was almost upon 
him and he screamed again. He 
ducked sharply to one side, Ku- 
lat's breath hot on his heels, then 
he plunged in the opposite direc- 
tion. His scream became a ter- 
rified wail when Kulat's teeth 
plucked fur frorn his tail. 

Then he heard a faint swishing 
sound overhead and a hoot of 
anger. A snarl broke from Kulat. 
Waba looked back. 

The owl of High Swamp had 
dropped upon Kulat, mistaking 
him no doubt for one of his 



winged rivals. He was tearing at 
the wolverine's face with his tal- 
ons and Kulat in turn had seized 
one of the owl's wings in his teeth. 
Waba waited to see no more. He 
raced on, plunging into the near- 
est tangle of deadfall, and began 
to pant, 

For a few moments hoots and 
snarls shattered the peaceful quiet 
of the swamp. Then Waba heard 
only the crunching of bones. He 
waited, quivering with fear; ex- 
pecting every moment to see Ku- 
lat on his trail. But the wolverine 
didn't come. 

It was almost dawn before Wa- 
ba moved. He crept slowly from 
his hiding place, one hop at a 
time, listening, wrinkling his nose 
and gazing about. 

The moon had gone and it 
was black under the spruce. But 
it was light enough for him 
to see that only a heap of 
feathers remained where Kulat 
had killed the owl. From there 
the wolverine's tracks left the 
swamp, following his usual route 
toward the opposite side of the 
basin. 

Waba kicked up his heels and 
hopped back to his bed among the 
roots of the big tamarack. 




CALLING ALL BOYS. 




YOUR HONOR, MEMBERS OF 

THE CITY COUNCIL. MAYOR H/tRTLEV 

ASKED ME TO HELP SOLVE THE MYSTERV 

OF THE THREAT AGAINST THE CITY'S 

TREASURY- AND I 

THINK I HAVE. 




AT LEAST I'VE CLEARED ALL YOUR 
NAMES - SINCE YOU ARE THE ONLY 
ONES WITH ACCESS TO THE PLANS 
OF THE ALARM SYSTEM. 



I TOOK X-RAY PICTURES J , 
OF EVERY BRIEF CASE THAT / ( 
CAME INTO THIS ROOM, y \ 



I'VE HEARD ENOUGH! 
'M NOT SOING TO LET 
ANY KID OR FOOL 
MAYOR INSULT ME! 




WANT EXTRA 
MONEY AND 
PRIZES TOO? 



Ait your friend*, to let you send in their .ubscrl 



for oil our new publications for boyi and girl!. You 
il this coupon today for information and tales help. 



THE PARENTS' MAGAZINE PRESS. 260 Fou.th Ave 


, New York 


10. N. Y. 


AnnftW 
riTY * 70NP 




STATF 



— rou cah cur this coupon without damaging thi nvttn mm— 




WHY NOT SUBSCRIBE TO THE BEST MAGAZINES 

THE PARENTS" MAGAZINE PRESS, 260 Fourth Ave., New Yort 10. N. Y. 

1 om enclosing $ far which send me the not 12 issues of the magaiines checked: 

□ TRUE COMICS— $1.00 for .12 issue* Q CALLING ALL GIRLS— 11.00 for 12 issues 

□ POLLY PIGTAILS— $1.50 for 12 issues □ CALLING ALL BOYS— $1.00 for 12 issues 
NAWF 


FOR BOYS AND GIRLS? 

H CALLING ALL KIDS— $1.00 for 12 issues 
|_l SWEET SIXTEEN— $1.00 for 12 issues 


*nn»c« 
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YOU CAN C 




POM WITHOUT DAMAGING THE REVERSE H 
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. . . really cooking when he mode 
these snaps, wasn't he? 

Everybody goes for snapshots— and no fooling. 
That's because folks like to see themselves as 
others snap 'em . . . like to see pictures of fun and 
friends ... of favorite spots and far-off places. 

It's no trick at all to take the pictures that rate so 
high with the crowd. Just load your camera with 
Kodak Verichrome Film, take aim, and "click". . . 
it's a snap ! With Verichrome, there's no guesswork. 
You press the button — it docs the rest. 
Eastman Kodak Company, Rochester 4, N. Y. 



America's favorite 
snapshots are made on 
Kodak Verichrome Film 
— in the familiar 
yellow box. 





% f 



8fiown\e Keflex 



Gives a pic 
snaps before 
view finder! 



u take 



! Gives your 
break . . . uses Kodak N 
1 2 negatives, 1 W square, 
roll. Synchronized foi 
Flosholder. At your deal 
in ever increasing supply. 




odak 
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